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THE 

ODES OF HO RAC E: 

TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH VERSR 



CRITICAL NOTICES. 



"Of late years we have been favoured with several new versions [of 
Horace], such as those of Mr. Robinson, Mr. Whyte Melville, Mr. F.W. New- 
man, Lord Ravensworth, and Mr. 0'Bri«n."— Times. 

44 An attempt to exhibit the Odes of Horace in English measures, ana- 
logous to those of the original. "Spectator. 

44 This gentleman aspires to do nothing less than reproduce the original 
metres of the Poet. Now, we are far from wishing to throw cold water on 
any such attempt The resources of our language may possibly be in- 
creased by it; and, that it may have attractions for powerful and cultivated 
minds, any one may see in the recent pamphlets on English Prosody by 
Lord Redesdale." —Athenaeum. 

" It is to the scholar in particular Mr. O'Brien must look for praise or 
encouragement of his labours. If this little work have a small circula- 
tion, it will be from no want of skill and scholarship."— Critic. 

"There is much classic feeling in the composition, although the verses 
sometimes creak as they move."— Leader. 

44 The last effort to put the Odes of Horace into English verse has been 
made by Mr. Richard O'Brien. He has rigidly adapted that verse to the 
Original measures of the Poet, so that the English reader may suppose that 
he is really perusing the Latin If the object of Mr. O'Brien be to esta- 
blish his right to be regarded as an accomplished student, his Translation 
will be amply sufficient to secure if— Star. 
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THE ODES OF HORACE. 



PREFACE. 



The present attempt at a new metrical transla- 
tion of the Odes of Horace, the first, it is 
believed, of its kind, demands a few words by 
way of preface. 

The work of Dr. Philip Francis, which 
has been long esteemed the popular version of 
these lyrics, is composed almost entirely in the 
Iambic measure, of which so large a portion 
of our poetry consists. With us, indeed, the 
Iambus was once of such general use that 
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Milton employed it even when rendering the 
Ode commencing — 

Quis multa gracilis te pner in rosa, 

" according to the Latin Measures as near as 
the Language will permit." 

But the Sapphics and Hexameters of 
Southet and Longfellow, now so familiar 
to the English reader, have suggested the idea 
that the other Horatian metres may be as suc- 
cessfully adapted to our northern tongue ; and, 
justified, it is hoped, by such high authority, 
the present translation has been in consequence 
undertaken. It does not pretend to vie in po- 
pularity with any previous version: enough, if 
the lover of ancient literature shall recognise the 
Venusian Bard in his new dress, and not deem 
it altogether unworthy of him. 



PREFACE. VU 

For the Rhymes, which have been occasion- 
ally introduced, it is, perhaps, unnecessary to 
offer any apology. They seem to conform, if 
not to the letter, at least, to the spirit of the 
original; and to indicate, with tolerable dis- 
tinctness, the divisions of the Choriambic verse. 

And now, whether the Author of the follow- 
ing pages shall carry out his design of producing 
in the original measures a complete translation 
of these Odes, it remains for thee, gentle reader, 
to determine : 

crimine ab uno 



Disce omnes. 



THE FIEST BOOK 



ODES OF HORACE. 



I. 

TO MAECENAS. 



Mjecenas, whence for me grace and protection 

springs : 
Thou who art derived, too, from a long line of kings ! 
There are, whom, with the car, pleasure supreme it 

yields 
To gain dust from the plain, in the Olympic fields : 
The crown, bringing renown, — goals by the hot 

wheels grazed, — 
Each, oft, earth's lords aloft up to the Gods hath 

raised. 
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For one, if have began vain Roman crowds to Tie 
How they, changeable, may raise him to dignity : 
Him too, in bis barn who garnereth-up the grain, 
E'en whato'er can be got out of the Libyan plain : 
Who still loveth to till in his paternal field : — 
Him, ne'er for the rich fare Attalus' wealtfi could 

yield, 
Great king, e'en canst thou bring, timorous sailor, 

now, 
That the Myrtoan sea, with Cyprus' beam, he plough. 
Fear for Afric's wind's war with the Icarian seas 
Doth teach merchants to each laud his own rural 

ease; 
But let ships be wrecked, yet hastens he their repair : 
Ne'er he trained can be poverty's gripe to bear. 
The fine old Massic wine-goblet some ne'er contemn : 
Away from the long day portions are ta'en by them ; 
Limbs e'en stretched, 'neath the green arbutus' leafy 

shade 
Lying, or of some spring at the calm fountain laid. 
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Mars' field pleasure can yield many, with tents o'er- 

spread: 
Trumpet with the fife met : wars which the matrons 

dread. 
Again, long will remain, under the chill night-air, 
Huntsmen ; nor do they then think of their wives so 

fair; 
If deer once shall appear unto their faithful hounds, 
Or, more, if a wild boar through the close network 

bounds. 
Ivy-coronals me — honours for learned brows, 
Sweet praise, — to the Gods raise; me the grove's 

shady boughs, 
And the light chorus me, Satyrs and Nymphs, remove, 
Not few ; either if Euterpe doth not reprove 
Her mute soft-breathing flute, or Polyhymnia own 
Dislike that she should strike her Lesbian barbiton. 
But, deign of the lyre's strain that thou shouldst 

name my lays, 
Soon high to the stars I shall my proud head upraise ! 
b 2 
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II. 

TO AUGUSTUS CJSSAE. 



Full measure Jove has of the snow and fierce hai 
Now o'er the plains hurled, and, with powerful ri 

hand 
Red with the lightning, overthrowing temples, 
Frighted the city : 

Frighted the nations, lest a dreadful age come 
Like that of Pyrrha, prodigies bewailing, 
When his entire flock up the lofty mountains 
Proteus was driving ; 
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When to the elm-tops finny tribes were clinging, 
Which to wood- pigeons once familiar seats were ; 
And the deer, trembling, each were fain to swim o'er 
"Wide-spreading waters. 

E'en yellow Tiber, with its waves back-drifted, 
E^e we seen madly, from the Tuscan sea-shore, 
Eush to destroy the monuments of Numa, 

Temples of Vesta; 

Till it grew boastful of its timely vengeance 
(Jove not permitting) for complaining Ilia, 
And by its left bank now meand'ring glideth, 
Amorous river ! 

Yet shall our offspring, thinned by crimes paternal, 
Hear of their kinsmen whetting the bright iron, 
By which the Persian rather should have perished, — 
Hear of their battles ! 
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Which of the Guardians of a tott'ring empire — 
Whom shall its sons invoke to their assistance ? 
By what prayers Vesta shall her virgins weary, 

Of their hymns heedless ? 

Whom will Jove grant the task of expiation ? 
Oh ! do thou come then, suppliant we pray thee, 
With thy hright shoulders in a cloud enveloped, 
Augur Apollo ! 

Or, if thou wishest, Erycina joyous, 

Who hast aye hoVring Mirth and Love around thee ! 

Or thou, our Founder, if thy slighted nation 

E'er thou regarded ! 

Ah ! so long glutted with thy fearful pastime ! 
Loving the war-cry and the shining helmet, 
And the fierce glances which the Marcian casts on 
Foeman all-bleeding f 
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Or if, with changed form, here upon this earth, thou, 
winged ofBspring of the gentle Maia ! 
Youth's form assumest, suffering us to call thee 
Caesar's avenger : 

Heav'n-ward return late ; and, oh ! long and happy 
May'st thou be present with the Roman people ! 
Nor, by our vices causing thee disquiet, 

Let the swift ether 

Bear thee away back ! Choose thou here the triumph : 
Here to be styled our Father and our Leader ; 
Nor that the Medes should e'er advance unpunished, 

Suffer thou, Caesar ! 



THE ODES OF HORACE. 



III. 

TO A SHIP. 



So may Cypria's goddess-queen, 
So may Helen's twin stars, brothers of lustrous sheen, 

And the Sire of the storm direct, 
All winds, saving the west-blowing Iapix, checked, 

That thou safely, Ship, restore 
Him thou owest, I pray, to the Athenian shore ! 

Virgil, whom we to thee confide, 
Saving, so shalt thou save half of my heart beside ! 

Firm oak and triple-brass had he 
All- surrounding his breast, who to the foaming sea 

A frail vessel intrusted first, 
Nor feared Afric's fierce winds, when, with a wild 
outburst, 
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They rash with the north blasts t' engage, 
Nor the sad Hyades, nor the mad west wind's rage, 

Though more absolute none there be, 
To raise waves or to calm, o'er th' Adriatic sea. 

That man which of death's forms can fright 
Whoe'er sea-monsters views with an unfailing sight, 

Billows swelling across the main, 
And those ill-renowned cliffs, Acroceraunia? Vain, 

Ah ! vain is it that Jove divides 
Earth's realms prudently by wide-intervening tides, 

If, still, ever these ships profane 
Bound light, running along, o'er the forbidden main ! 

Mankind fearlessly dares to do 
Aught, and rushes a dark list of offences through. 

Bold Iapetus son could dare 
Lightning, by a foul fraud, down upon earth to bear. 

Disease, then, and, in hideous band, 
Fevers, strange and unknown, brooded o'er ev'ry land, 

When fire from its high home was freed : 
And then hastened its steps death's so impartial need, 
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Which more tardily, once, delayed. 
On wings ether's blue vault Daedalus hath essayed, 

Which ne'er were for a mortal meant 
Down to Plato's grim realms Hercules, toiling, went. 

For man's daring there's nought too high : 
In our folly we e'en venture to scale the sky ; 

And ne'er by our impiety 
Do we suffer that Jove should his fierce bolts lay by. 
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IV. 

TO L. SEXTIUS. 



Now is fierce Winter unfettered by the sweet change 
of Spring's mild breezes ; 
Vast engines draw adown the beach the dry ships; 
Nor doth the ploughman delight in fires now, nor 
the flock in stables ; 
No more the meads with hoary frost now whiten- 
Now the dance leads Cytherean Venus, 'neath the 
glimm'ring moonbeams ; 
The modest Graces with the Nymphs united 
Now with alternate foot smite the level sward, 
whilst the glowing Vulcan 
Iights-up the mighty forges of the Cyclops. 
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Now it behoveth to bind the anointed head with the 
verdant myrtle, 
Or with the flow'rs which earth unbound produces. 
Now it beseemeth that we to Faunus slay, in grove 
umbrageous, 
A lamb or kid, whiche'er the God demandeth. 
Grim-visaged Death with a foot impartial knocks at 
paupers' hovels, 
And at the tow'rs of kings. happy Sextius ! 
Life's little span forbids our indulging distant aspi- 
rations : 
Soon Night overwhelms thee, and the fabled Manes ; 

Soon the dark, shadowy dwelling of Pluto : whither 
when thou wendest 
Thou'lt neither be the realms of wine allotted, 
Nor shalt be smitten with tender Lycidas, whom 
each youth now loveth : 
Of whom the virgins will be soon enamoured ! 
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V. 
TO PYKRHA. 



What youth, slender of form, decked with full many 

arose, 
And bathed with a sweet stream, doth his fond suit 
propose, 
Pyrrha, under some cool grot ? 

For whom locks of pure gold dost knot, 

Simply, yet with such grace ? How shall he mourn, 

ah me! 
Thy faith broken, and mourn each averse Deity, — 
And seas, rough with black storms' ire, 
Unused, how shall he oft admire, — 
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Who, enjoying thee once, lured by thy golden sheen, 
Hoped that aye free to love and to be loved thou'dst 
been: 
Knowing nought of the false wind ! 

Hapless they upon whom thou'st shined, 

Thy arts ere they had learned : for in the pictured vow 
Is shown how I devote, dripping, my garments now, 
On the wall of his own fane, 

To the God who commands the main ! 
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VI. 

TO AGKIPPA. 



Thou shalt furnish a theme, mighty conqueror ! 
To sweet Varius, bird of the Meeonian strain, 
By deeds, at thy command, warriors fierce have done 
With steeds, or with their ships at sea. 

But, Agrippa, we ne'er venture on themes like these ; 
Nor Pelides' stern breast, ever unused to yield, 
Nor, far over the sea, crafty Ulysses' course, 
Nor the fell Pelopean brood ; 
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Of such diffident : while modesty doth forbid, 
And the Muse who presides o'er the unwarlike lyre, 
From great Caesar's renown, and from thy own, 
that we 

Should, through lack of due skill, detract. 

Who Mars, clad in his bright and adamantine arms, 
Could e'er worthily sing ? or, with the Trojan dust, 
Merion, all swarthy grown? or, by Minerva's aid, 
Tydides, for the Gods a match ? 

But we banquetings sing; we, of the maidens' strife, 
Each with closely pared nails, as they oppose the 

youths ; 
Sing we themes such as these, loving or free from love, 
Gaily, as we are most inclined. 
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VII. 
TO MUNATITJS PLANCTJS. 



Othee bards may commend the sunny Rhodes or 
Mitylene, 
Ephesus, Corinth's twain-sea-begirt bulwarks, 
Thebes distinguished by Bacchus, Delphos* isle by 
Apollo, 
Or sweet Tempo's meadows Thessalian. 
Some there are whose sole task is the tow'rs of the 
maiden Minerva 
Ever to sing in verses immortal, 
And to place the olive round their brows, gathered 
on all sides. 
Many, too, sing, in honour of Juno, 
c 
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Argos, parent of war- steeds, also wealthy Mycenae. 

Me the fruitful plain of Larissa 
Could not enthrall so, or Lacedaemon, ever long- 
sufFring, 
As the loud-sounding Albunea's home can, 
And the headlong Anio, and the grove of Tibur- 
nus, 
And the rich orchards, laved by the streamlets. 
As the mild south-wind drives from the dark sky, 
often, the black clouds, 
And ne'er teems perpetual torrents ; 
Wisely to drown thy sadness be thou, in like manner, 
mindful, 
And the toils and cares of existence, 
With mellow wine, my Plancus ! whether the camp 
shall contain thee, 
Glitt'ring with standards, or the thick arbours 
Of thy own Tibur. When from his sire and Salamis 
flying, 
Teucer is said to have twined around temples, 
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From which moisture Lyeean exuded, fillets of 
poplar, 
And these words addressed to his sad friends : — 
" Unto what clime we're borne by Fortune, more 
kind than a parent, 
There let us go, dear friends and companions ! 
Nought need be feared while Teucer leads and Teucer 
directs you ; 
For our Apollo firmly has promised 
That in some foreign region shall a new Salamis 
rise up. 
brave hearts ! who worse woes hare suffered, 
And in my cause, oft : now with wine your troubles 
dispel ye, 
For the wide sea we must traverse to-morrow !" 



*c2 
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VIII. 

TO LYDIA. 



Lydia, say, by all Gods 

Say, I implore, why by thy love 
Thou dost make haste to ruin 

Sybaris ? why detests he 

That sunny plain, patiently, once, 
Bearing its dust and sun-beams ? 

Why does he not, of ripe age, 

Ride 'mid his peers, as was his wont ; 
Or, with the curbs dentated, 
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Break in the Gallic horses ? 

Why Tiber's tide fears he to touch ? 
Wherefore the oil of wrestlers, 

More than the blood of vipers, 

Does he avoid ; nor have his limbs 
Livid with armour, ever : 

He that was once distinguished 

Oft for the quoit, oft for the spear 
Which he beyond the mark hurled ? 

Hideth he, as, they say, once, 

At the most sad downfal of Troy, 
Sea-goddess Thetis' son did, 

Fearing his male attire should 

Hurry him 'mid fierce Lycian bands, 
And amid that fell slaughter ? 
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IX. 

TO THALIAKCHUS. 



Behold how whitened with the deep snow remains 
Soracte ; nor more laboring the wood sustains 
Its weight incumbent ; and congealed 

Stands ev'ry stream by the hard frost sealed ! 

The cold dispel thou, bounteous with many a brand 
The hearth up-piling : then with a liVral hand 
Bring thou the four-years , -vintage wine forth, 
Thaliarchus, from jar Sabine forth ! 
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The rest resign thou unto the Deities : 
When they the wind calm, as with the boiling seas 
It struggles, nor the aged ashes 
Then, nor the cypress it longer lashes. 

To-morrow's fortune ever to seek refrain : 
The day that Fate grants ever account as gain : 
Nor, while a boy, of love's sweet pleasures 
Heedless be thou, or the dance's measures, 

As long as grim age from thy green youth abstains. 
'Tis now the time for parks, and for martial plains ; 
At night-fall, too, the whispered greeting 
At the appointed hour oft repeating. 

And now the pleasing laugh of some youthful maid 
Hath her retired nook where she was hid betrayed ; 
And from her arms a pledge she loses, 
Or from her finger that scarce refrises. 
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X. 
TO MEBCUBY. 



Mebcuby ! grandson eloquent of Atlas, 
Who of the first men formed the savage manners, 
"With thy voice, skilful, and, by the palaestra, 
Eendered them graceful, 

Thee I sing, great Jove's messenger, and each God's 
Also the parent of the bending lyre, thee ! 
Artful at hiding whatsoe'er may please thee, 
Sportively thieving ! 
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For when a boy, once, that thou shouldst return him 
His stolen oxen, whilst with threat'ning accents 
Seeking to fright thee, then out-laughed Apollo, 
Bobbed of his quiver. 

Under thy guidance did the wealthy Priam, 
Ilium forsaking, leave the proud Atridse, 
And the Thessalian watch-fires, and the hostile 
Camp of the Trojans. 

Thou pious souls to blissful seats consignest, 
And the light crowd, with golden rod, directest : 
Thou, to the highest of the Gods as pleasing 
As to the lowest ! 
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XL 

TO LEUCONOE. 



Seek not that thou shouldst know, for 'tis forbid, 

what end for thee or me 
The Gods may have assigned ; nor do thou try ever, 

Leuconoe, 
Tables of the Chaldees. How much more wise, 

whate'er may be, to bear : 
Whether Jove thee designs winters full store, or that 

thy last doth wear, 
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"Which now 'gainst the sharp rocks dashes the waves 

of the Tyrrhenian main ! 
Be wise, filter thy wines : life's little span checks 

aspirations vain ; 
For now, e'en whilst we speak, time, envious time, 

wings its swift flight away : 
Then trust least as you may unto the next, seize on 

the present day ! 
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XII. 
TO JOVE. 



What man or hero, with the lyre or shrill flute. 
Wilt thou select to celebrate, Clio ? 
Which of the Gods, of whom the sportive echo 
Shall the name send hack ? 

Or on the sides of Helicon umbrageous, 
Or upon Pindus, or the cool Mount- Haemus, 
Whence ev'ry forest, awed, did straightway follow 
Orpheus, the tuneful ; 

By his maternal art, the God delaying 
Rivers' so rapid glidings, and the swift winds ; 
Suasive, and skilled to lead the list'ning oak-trees 
With the sweet lute-strings. 
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What should I sing before the wonted praises 
Of the great Parent, who th' affairs of mortals 
And of the Gods, too, guideth : land and sea and 
Earth with its seasons ? 

Whence there has nothing greater thanhimself sprang ; 
Neither his equal, nor one near approaching ; 
Yet next to him demands the highest honours 
Pallas Minerva, , 

Daring in combat; nor shall I omit thee, 
Liber ! thee, Virgin, hostile to the wild beasts ! 
Phoebus, or thee, who eke are to be dreaded 
For thy most sure dart ! 

I'll sing Alcides, and the sons of Leda, 
This for the horse-race, that for combats winning, 
Famous; whose bright star soon as it shall shine forth 
Over the sailors, 
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Back from the rocks the agitated surge flows ; 
Calmed, all the winds fall, and the clouds their flight 

take; 
And the wild waves (for so the Gods have willed it) 
Smooth o'er the main spread. 

Romulus, these I hesitate to name next, 
Either Pompilius' peaceful reign to tell of, 
Or the proud ensigns of the haughty Tarquin, 
Or, Cato's brave death. 

I in a lofty strain rehearse with rapture 
Eegulus, Scauri, and, when Carthage conquered, 
Paulus, unsparing of his noble heart's-blood, 
Also Fabricius. 

He and Camillus for the battle's hardships 
(And, with uncombed locks, Curius) were fitted 
By chill penury, and few ancestral meadows 

"With their meet homestead. 
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Riseth Marcellus' fame, as doth a young tree, 
Growing unnoticed. And the Julian-star shines 
Bright amid others, as the lady moon doth 
'Mongst lesser fires all. 

Father and Guardian of the human race, thou 
Sprung from Saturnus ! Fate has thee assigned 
Great Caesar's guidance: thou shalt hold thy wide 
sway, 

Caesar, then, next thee. 

If he o'erthrow in equitable triumph 
Either the Parthians, ever threat'ning Latium, 
Or the far nations of the Eastern shore, the 
Seres, or Indians, 

Still, next to thee, he righteous rules the wide world; 
Thou with thy dread car still shalt shake Olympus, 
Still thou shalt hurl thy fiery bolts, so deadly, 
'Gainst groves polluted ! 



32 THE ODES OF HOBACE. 



XIII. 

TO LYDIA. 



Ah me ! Lydia, it irks me when 
Thou laud'st Telephus* neck, all rosy -bright, and then 

His arms, fairer than wax : my breast, 
Burning, swells with the gall that can be scarce re- 



Ah ! then, for me my heart no more 
Its seat firmly maintains: or my cheek's dye; and o'er 

My face tear-drops do secret steal, 
And prove lingering and slow are the hid fires I feel ! 
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I burn, if the wine's boist'rous broil 
Should those shoulders of thine, bright as the morn- 
ing, spoil; 
Or if, maddened, the stripling, e'er 
T' imprint marks that shall last upon thy lips, should 
dare. 

Trust not, if thou but list to me, 
That he constant will prove who can so brutal be, 

To cause loveliest lips a smart, 
To which nectar's full store Venus did once impart ! 

Oh ! thrice, are they, and yet more blest, 
Whom join bands firmly knit ; thrice happy, too, are 
they, 

While strifes ne'er interrupt their rest, 
Whom love never divides unto their latest day ! 
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XIV. 

TO THE REPUBLIC. 



ship ! shall the waves still bear thee across the 

deep? 
Oh ! what dost thou attempt ? Firmly thy harbour 
keep. 
For, lo ! canst thou not see how 
Thy side's stripped of its oars, and now 

Thy yards creak their alarm, and, by the rapid blast 
Of winds borne from the south, sorely distressed, thy 
mast: 
Thy keel can, without ropes, brave 
But ill each so imperious wave? 
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Thy sails are no more whole, nor do thy Gods remain, 
On whom, harassed by ills, ever to call again? 
Though of Pontus a tall pine, 

The child of a famed wood, — 'tis thine 

Vainly both in thy name and in thy race to pride : 
In sterns, painted and bright, mariners nought confide ! 
Beware lest to the rough wind 
A sport thou art thyself consigned : 

Lately source of my cares and of much anxious fear, 
And now object of love and a regard sincere, 
Mayst thou ever avoid seas 
Flowing through the bright Cyclades ! 



* S 
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XV. 
THE PROPHECY OF NEBEUS. 



Perforce over the sea when the false shepherd bore 
Helen, hostess so fair, in his Idaean ships, 
Nereus curbed the swift winds to an unwished-for 
calm, 

That he fearsome events might sing : — 

Thou dost, with a dire fate, unto thy home conduct 
Whom Greece shall re-demand with a vast arm£d 

force, 
All Greece, pledged with an oath these thy fond ties 

to break, 

And pledged Priam's old realm tVerthrow. 



THE ODES OF HORACE. 37 

Ah! what toil of the steeds, toil of the men shall be ! 
What deaths shaltthounotcause of theDardanian race! 
E'en now, SBgis and helm and her swift chariot, too, 
Pallas, with her fierce ire, prepares ! 

In vain, placing thy trust firmly in Venus' aid, 
Thou comb'st fair flowing locks, and dost divide the 

strains, 
Grateful unto the maids, on the unwarlike lyre ; 
In vain shalt, in thy chamber, shun 

The spears hurled with dread force— darts of the 

Gnossian reed — 
The din of the fierce fight— Ajax of swift pursuit ; 
For yet, though it be late, thou shalt defile, alasl 
Those locks, lecherous locks, in dust ! 

CalTst Laertiades not to thy mind : thy tribe's 
Downfal : dost not regard Nestor, the Fylian sage ? 
Fearless, Teucer shall thee, with.Salaminius, press; 
Thee, too, Sthfiou&a& jna^^^i^ 
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And skilled, when 'tis his task, guiding the fiery 

steeds 
To prove not inexpert Merion, too, thou'lt know. 
And, lol more than his sire cruel, Ty elides fierce 

Burnetii, seeking thee out ; whom thou 

(As, when seeing a wolf in the vale's farthest part, 
A stag trembles with fear, nor of the pasture thinks) 
Timid, then shalt avoid, panting with deep-heaved 
breath, 

Never promising this thy love ! 

The day fatal to Troy, fatal to Phrygian dames, 
That day does but defer, vengeful, Achilles' fleet ; 
When some winters are past, shall the Achaian fire 
Consume all the abodes of Troy I 
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XVI. 
TO TYNDAKIS. 



child, who more fair than a fair mother art, 
Unto my late rash, slanderous verses give 
What fate thou pleasest : into flames cast, 
Or, if it please thee, the Adriatic ! 

Not so doth liber, or, from his inmost shrines, 
Doth so the Pythian move of his priests the breast, — 
Not Dindymene, when so harshly 
Sound the loud cymbals the Corybantes, 

As dire resentment ; which neither Noric blade 
Averteth ever, nor the ship-wrecking deep, 
Nor cruel fire, nor Jove descending 
"With the fierce elements' boifit'xoviA ^&rsbs@>« 
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Tis said, Prometheus onto his first-formed clay 
Was forced to add parts taken from eVry side, 
And that the raging lion's fierceness 
Then he implanted within our bosoms. 

'Twas rage Thyestes by a dread fete overthrew, 
And eke to great towns proved the last fatal cause 
That they in final ruin perished, 
And that an insolent army traced o'er, 

With hostile ploughshare, where the proud bulwark 

stood. 
Calm then thy bosom : me did resentment's glow 
In youth's sweet season once assail, too, 
Driving me, maddened, to swift Iambics : 

But 'tis my aim, now, what was severe to change 
To gentle love-strains; whilst thoubecom'st my friend, 
And, I retracting my reproaches, 
Thou dost restore me a mind untroubled ! 
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XVII. 

TO TYNDAKIS. 

Swift Faunus, oft, for charming Lucretilis, 
Leaves Mount Lycaeus; and he as oft averts 
The fiery, burning heat of summer, 
And, from my kidlings, the wat'ry breezes. 

Safely, through calm grove, seek for the arbutus 
Which there concealed lurks, straying in search of 
thyme, 
The spouses of a lusty husband, 
Fearing no longer the green-backed lizards ; 

Nor more the young goats dread the fierce Martial 

wolves ; 
Whene'er with sweet pipe, Tyndaris, both the vales 
Of wide out-spreading Mount Ustica, 
And the smooth, echom^ to<&&\*&^ vsob&r^ 
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The Gods protect me : unto the Gods my truth 
And Muse are most dear. Here there shall flow for 
thee, 
From bounteous horn, a rich and plenteous 
Store of the honours the mead produces. 

Here, in secluded valley, the dog-star's heat , 
Thou shalt escape quite ; and, on the Te'ian lute, 
Penelope and beauteous Circe, 
Seeking the love of one mortal, sing o£ 

And thou shalt here quaff cups of mild Lesbian wine, 
Beneath the green shade; nor shall Thyoneus, here, 
The son of Semele, confront Mars ; 
Here thou shalt dread no more froward Cyrus, 

By him distrusted,* lest on thy tender form 
He, in his rash mood, lay his too hasty hands, 
And round thy locks the chaplet clinging 
Tear, and thy all-unoffending garment ! 
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XVHL 
TO VARUS. 



No tree, Varus, to plant but the blest vine be it thy 

early toil 
Around Catilus' walls, also around Tibur's so fruitful 

soil! 
The God places before those who abstain many a 

painful plight; 
Nor e'er heart-gnawing care otherwise than by the 

glad wine takes flight. 
What man, after his wine, speaks of dread war, or 

of chill penury, 
And not rather of thee, Bacchus, great sire,-- or, 

lovely Venus, thee ? 
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But, lest any who e'er venture to pass Liber's due 

bounds there be, 
Centaurs, and the fierce wars, over their wine, waged 

with the Lapithae, 
Should warn : Evius should warn, merciless aye by 

the Sithonians found, 
When they, eager of lust, can but divide by a most 

narrow bound 
The pure from the impure. But I shall ne'er, beau- 
tiful Bassareus, 
Move thee 'gainst thy desire ; or what is hid 'neath 

the close leaves produce 
Rashly unto the day. Silence thou that horn's 

Berecyntian strain 
• Which, with cymbals' harsh clang, blind Self-esteem 

followeth : next in train 
Glory, vaunting itself more than is meet, doth a light 

head upraise : 
Bad-faith, which, an unthrift of a pledged trust, 

clearer than glass betrays ! 
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XIX. 

ON GLYCERA. 



The Loves' mother, to me, unkind, 
Theban Semele's eon, issue a firm behest — 

And eke License, of wanton mind — 
To names, quenched of yore, that I resign my breast. 

For me Glycera's beauty fires, 
Shining brighter than e'en shineth the Parian pure ; 

Her sweet coyness, itself, inspires : 
Her face, which to the view dazzles beyond endure ! 
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On me Venus descends supreme, 
Cyprus leaving awhile ; nor will permit me e'er 

Scythian, Parthian to make my theme : 
Dreadful from the turned steeds : since they concern 
her ne'er. 



Here, youths, place me a living shrine — 
The turf; vervain, and, here, incense around me set, 

With a bowl of the two-years' wine : 
Victims having been slain, she will be kinder, yet ! 
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XX. 

TO aLECENAS. 



Moderate goblets of my plain Sabinum 
Shalt thou with me quaff, in a Grecian jar stored, 
"Which I myself did seal when thou receivedst 

Theatres' plaudits, 

So that the wide banks, noble knight Maecenas, 
Of thy paternal stream, and sportive echo 
Of Vaticanus were, at once, resounding 

Thy commendation. 

And thou* shalt drink of Csecuban : the grape, too, 
From the Calenian press its juice distilling ; 
Ne'er the Falernian with my cup commingles — 

Never the Formian ! 
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XXI. 
CHORAL ODE. 



Virgins, tender and young, praises of Dian sing ! 
Sing the Cynthian's high praise, ever a youth, ye 
youths: 
And Latona, so deeply 
By th' omnipotent Jove beloved ! 

Ye, her who in the streams and the grove's shade 

delights, 
Whatever either projects from the cold Algidus, 
Or the woods Erymanthian 
Gloomy, or those of (Tragus green ! 
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Ye boys, Tempo's sweet vale, with the like praise, 

commend; 
Delos, also, the famed place of Apollo's birth ; 
And his shoulder distinguished 
By his quiver, and brother's lyre ! 

Bread war, doleful and sad, famine and pestilence, 
Prom us and from our Prince, Caesar, against his 
foes, 
Persians and the fax Britons, 

He then, moved by your prayers, will turn. 
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XXII. 
TO ABISTIUS FUSCITS. 



He who a life leads upright, and from guile free, 
Nor the Moor's bow, nor javelin requireth, 
Nor, with the arrows poison-tipped full-stored, 
Fuscus, the quiver ; 

Whether he journey through the burning Syrtes, 
Or the unfriendly Caucasus, or regions 
Which the Hydaspes laveth with its waters, 
Eiver of story ! 
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For, lo ! a wolf has fled me in Sabine wood, 
Whilst I did hymn my Lalage, and wander, 
All cares dispelling, out beyond my limits, 
Fled me unarmed ! 

Monster so fearsome, neither warlike Daunia, 
Through its wide borders, famed for beech-groves r 

reareth; 
Not hath e'er fostered Juba's land, the arid 
Nurse of the lion. 

Place me on barren plains, where trees are never 
"With the mild breezes of the summer freshened ; 
That of earth's climes which low'ring clouds, and 
angry 

Jupiter trouble : 

Place me beneath the sun's bright car too closely, 
In a dread region, as our home forbidden : 
With her sweet laughter, Lalage I'll still love, 
With her sweet accents ! 
E 2 
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XXIII. 

TO CHLOE. 



Chloe, me thou avoid'st, like as a trembling fawn 
Her dam timidly seeks, over the trackless hills 
Fleeing, not without vain fear 
Of the breezes and waving woods. 

For, if, at the approach of the spring-time, the leaves, 
Rustling, shall have been stirred, or if the green- 
backed snakes, 
• Gliding, shall have a branch moved, 

A thrill runs through her heart and limbs. 

But I do not pursue, as a wild tiger, thee, 
To rend fiercely, Or like lion Gsetulia-born ; 
Cease thy mother to seek, then, 
At length, now thou art ripe for love ! 
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XXIV. 

TO VIRGIL. 



What blame or what false shame to our regret belongs 
For such as we love much ? Solemn funereal songs 
Teach me, Melpomene : thou unto whom the Sire 
Has giv'n, with a sweet voice, the lyre ! 

For sleep, endless and deep, hath our Quinctilius bound. 
Say where Modesty e'er, — sister of Justice found, 
Good Faith, knowing no scathe, — Truth with un- 
veiled limb 

E'er found any to equal him ? 

He slept, sadly bewept : many a noble breast, 
But not deeper I wot, Virgil, than thine, distressed. 
No more need'st thou implore him of each Deity, 
Alas ! not so intrusted \ta&\ 
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The lyre though thou inspire, heard by the listening 

wood, 
More bland, with the skilled hand, than Thracian 

Orpheus could, 
No more life canst restore to the unbodied dead; 

Those which, with his caduceus dread, 

Dark hosts shadowy ghosts, Mercury shall collect, 
Who ne'er, kind to our prayer, doth the Fates' will 

direct. 
Hard lot ! yet doth it not lighten our grief t'endure 
Whate'er we have no pow'r to cure ! 
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XXV. 

TO LYDIA. 



Now do the wanton youths, with hasty knockings, 
More and more seldom shake thy fastened windows. 
Or of thy slumbers rob thee ; and thy door now 
Loveth its threshold : 

Door which did erst move gently on its hinges. 
Less and less frequent words like these thou nearest :— 
"All through the long night, whilst thy lover's 
dying, 

Sleepest thou, Lydia P " 
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Thou, in thy turn, shalt mourn thy saucy wooers, 
In a lone alley, old and worthless growing ; 
While, fiercely raging more than Thracian breezes 
At the moon's changes, 

Then burning love, with hot outbursts of passion, 
Such as are wont t' inspire the dams of horses, 
Spendeth its fury round thy wounded liver : 

Not without plainings, 

That the gay youths delight in verdant ivy, 
And that they rather love the dusky myrtle, 
And withered garlands consecrate to Eurus, 
"Winter's companion ! 
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XXVI. 

ON MELIUS LAMIA. 



Eeiekd of the Muses, fear and distress of mind 
Will I give over unto the froward wind, 
Them to the Cretan billows bearing; 
Who may be feared 'neath the pole, nought 
caring, 

A cold clime's sov'reign: or what may cause affright 
To Tiridates. thou who dost delight 

In springs, the sunny nWrets find thou, 
And for my Lamia the chaplet bind thou, 

Pimplea charming ! for without thee my lays 
Are nought availing. Him it behoves to praise, 
Both thee and all thy sisters, singing, 
Also the Lesbian lyre ueroVj tfa&NQ&%\ 
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XXVII. 
TO HIS FKIENDS. 



To fight o'er wine-cups, for our rejoicing meant, 
Beseems the Thracian. Cease such a barb'rous use, 
And so preserve the blushing Bacchus 
From the ensanguined and brutal contest ! 

How ill consorteth with the glad wine and lamps 
The Median dagger ! Banish your strife, my Mends, 
So indecorous and profane, then ; 
And remain each on his couch extended* 
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Wish ye that I too should my fall share imbibe 
Of strong Falernian ? Then let the brother say, 
Of the Opuntian maid, Megilla, 
Blest by what wound, or whose dart, he dieth ! 

Is he unwilling ? upon no other terms 
I'll drink. Whatever passion subdues thy breast, 
Yet with no shameful fire it burneth; 
Aye to ingenuous love thou yieldest ! 

What secret thou hast, come and disclose to me, 
In my secure ears. — Ah ! wretched youth, alas ! 
In what Charybdis art thou toiling ; 
Thou of a worthier flame deserving ! 

What witch, what sage can, with his Thessalian drags, 
Ever release thee ? which of the Deities ? 
By that triformed Chimsera fettered, 
Pegasus scarcely himself shall free thee ! 
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XXVIII. 

A SAILOR AND ARCHYTAS' GHOST. 



Thee the poor ofPring of a few handsfhl of dust, 
Archytas, 
To the Matinian borders connneth : 
Thou that couldst measure the dry land, ocean, or 
sands without number ; 
ISTor doth it now in anywise help thee, 
Death having claimed thee, to have thy way tracked 
through the air's regions, 
Mentally traversing all the round pole o'er ! 
Died, too, the father of Pelops, fellow-guest with the 
Immortals ; 
Even Tithonus, up-wafted on ether ; 
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l^inos also, who was admitted to Jupiter's coun- 
sel. 
Hades, too, holdeth Panthoides, twice sent 
To Orcus down : though by his hung-up shield call- 
ing to witness 
Troja's dire season, that he had yielded 
Nothing to black Death further than sinews and out- 
ward appearance : 
E*en in thy judgment no mean discov'rer 
Of truth and Nature's laws. One night all men 
awaiteth, 
And one path of death must be trodden. 
Some the Furies assign as sights for the grim God of 
battles ; 
Oft greedy Ocean's the doom of the sailor. 
Biers of the old and the young men thick are crowded 
together : 
No head cruel Proserpina spareth. 
Me has the rapid attendant of the declining 
Orion, 
Notus, in waters IQytvsiL c? erata3ta&&. 
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But thou, sailor, refuse not, cruel, to cast a small 
portion. 
Over my bones and my head all-unburied, 
Of the loose sea-sand : so, whate'er may be threat- 
ened by Eurus 
To the Hesperian billows, be thou safe, • 
And be the woods of Yenusia smitten ; may there to 
thee flow 
Plenteous prosperity, whence it so well can, 
From just Jove, and Neptune, guardian of sacred 
Tarentum ! 
Dost thou make light of committing a sad fault, 
Haply proving an injury unto thy harmless descend- 
ants? 
Well-deserved vengeance and scornful reprisals 
Yet shall await thee : my prayers shall not be left 
unavenged : 
Never shall victim in sacrifice free thee. 
Though thou dost hasten, short the delay is : thrice 
be the sand thrown ; 
Then 'tis allowed thee to speed thy departure ! 
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XXIX. 

TO ICCIUS. 



Dost thou, Iccius, long for Arabia's wealth ? 
Art thou preparing now the fierce rage of war 
For sov'reigns of Sabsea, never 

Conquered ; and now for the dreadful Median 

Fetters dost thou forge ? Which of barbarian maids 
Shall be thy servant, while her betrothed lies slain ? 
What stripling from the halls of kings shall 
Stand, with anointed locks, thy cup-bearer ; 
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Well-skilled to aim straight from his paternal bow 
The Seric arrows ? Who will henceforth deny 
That headlong rivers yet may glide to 
Loftiest mountains, and Tiber torn back, 

When thou devisest for the Iberian arms 
To change Panaatius'^writingSy so largely bought, 
And even the Socratic school, too ? 

Nobler the promises, once, thou gavest ! 
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XXX. 

TO VENUS. 



Vents, great queen of Cnidus and of Paphos, 
Leave thy loved Cyprus : to the beauteous temple, 
Where, with much incense, Glycera invokes thee, 
Turn thy sweet presence ! 

With thee the glowing Boy, and, with their girdles 
Loosed, let the Graces and the Nymphs all hasten ; 
Youth, too, without thee proving so uncourtly, 
Mercury also ! 
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XXXI. 

TO APOLLO. 



What asks the poet, seeking Apollo's shrine, 
And what implores he, pouring the new-made wine 
From out its goblet ? Not th* abounding 
Crops all Sardinia's rich plains surrounding : 

Not noble herds in sunny Calabrian fields : 
Not golden store, or ivory India yields : 
Not meads which Liris* silent waving 
Eateth away, with its quiet laving. 
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The vine of Cales, unto whom Fates assign, 
Let them with hook prune ; while, from his gold cups, 
wine 
The wealthy merchant also draineth, 
Which he for Syria's wealth obtaineth : 

By Gods beloved, having three times or four 
Returned in one year from the Atlantic shore, 
Unharmed. Me olives meet food render, 
Me, too, the endives and mallows tender. 

And all I ask is — that with my present wealth 
(Latona's son, grant !) I have my body's health, 
And strength of mind : not old age spending 
Worthless, and ne'er to the lyre attending f 



s 2 
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XXXII. 

TO HIS LYEE. 



'Tis enjoined. If we idle, 'neath the green shade, 
With thee produced what this year and longer 
Liveth, though trifling, — come, and Latin stanzas, 
Barbiton, sound thou ! 

First by a Lesbian citizen attuned ; 
Who, though in war fierce, yet 'mid armour glancing, 
Or when he fast bound to the wat'ry sea-shore 
His betossed vessel, 
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Then, would discourse of Liber, and the Muses, 
Venus, the Boy who clingeth to her ever, 
Also of Lycus, beauteous for his dark eyes, 

And for his dark hair. 

Glory of Phoebus, Shell that e'en art pleasing 
At the great Jove's feasts, of all our sorrows 
Thou sweet dispeller, aid me aye when I shall 
Duly invoke thee ! 
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I 



XXXIII. 
TO ALBIUS TIBTJLLUS. 



Deplore, Albius, no more than it is meet ; nor now 
Thy mind £01 with unkind Glycera; nor do thou 
Wailing elegies sing, for that, with broken vow, 
A youth hath thee with her outvied ! 

Of face of a sweet grace beauteous Lycoris vain, 
Far-famed, Cyrus inflamed : Cyrus inclines, again, 
To the proud Pholoe ; but with the wolves had fain 
The goats sooner to be allied, 
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Than, so base and so low, Pholoe love confessed. 
Venus wishes it thus : who, in her cruel jest, 
Hi-joined, body and mind, loveth to have compressed, 
Under her brazen yoke, a host 

For, e'en when a less mean Yenus was seeking me, 
In kind fetters confined freedwoman Myrtale ; 
Though far fiercer than are Adrians billows, she, 

With bays 'denting Calabria's coast ! 
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XXXIV. 

ON PROVIDENCE. 



A babe, infrequent caller on Deity, 
Whilst wand'ring filled with foolish philosophy : 
I now am forced, again back-sailing, 
That I retrack me my coarse late failing. 

For Jove, whose wont is ever to cleave (great Sire !) 
The clouds with wavings of his effulgent fire, 
Now ether's clear expanse hath riven : 
Thunder-steeds in his winged car hath driven ; 
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Whereat the mute earth, rivers that wand'ring glide, 
And Styx, and seats of Tsenarus dread, beside, 
And Atlas' farthest bounds are quaking ! 
Jupiter aye hath the poVr of making 

The lowest lot change : he can abase the proud, 
And bring th' obscure forth : Fortune, with clamour 
loud, 
From one the crown, so rapid, teareth, 
Which to another she gladly beareth. 
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XXXV. 

TO FORTUNE. 



Goddess, who ruTst o'er Antium the beautiful, 
Pow'rful to raise up from the most abject state 
This mortal mould, or into mourning 

Soon to convert the most haughty triumph ! 

Thee doth the poor hind, tilling his glebe, implore 
With anxious prayers, oft: thee, ocean's mistress, too, 
Whoever with Bithynian vessel 
Doth upon waters Carpathian venture. 
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Thee Dacians savage, wandering Scythians thee, 
And towns and nations, Latium so warlike, too, 
And mothers of barbarian kings, and 
Purple-clad tyrants regard with terror, 

Lest thou shouldst overthrow with a destructive foot 
Each standing pillar : lest the close-thronging crowd 
To arms, to arms th' inert should summon, 
And should o'erthrow the imperial power. 

Precedes thee, ever, cruel Necessity, 
With rafter-spikes huge, and, in her brazen hand, 
Vast wedges bearing ; while is absent 

Neither the molten lead, nor the firm clamp. 

Thee Hope and rare Faith, veiled with white robe, 

attend; 
Nor sweet communion doth she to thee deny, 
Whene'er with changed garb thou leavest, 
Hostile, those houses once great and powerful. 
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But the unfaithful crowd, and the perjured love 
Withdraw ; and friends, too, fly when the casks are 
drained 
To very dregs, each too falsehearted 
Equal adversity's yoke to suffer. 

Preserve thou Caesar, now he's about to go 
Against the Britons, sons most remote of earth ; 
And that fresh band of youthful heroes, 
Unto the East, and the Bed Sea fearful! 

Alas ! I blush for scars, and for guilty deeds, 
And brothers — Stern age ! what have we e'er escaped ? 
What, impiously, have ever suffered 
We unmolested : or whence refrained 

Our youth their rash hands, moved by the fear of Gods ? 
What altars spared? Oh ! that thou wouldst reforge 
Our blunted steel on other anvil, 
'Gainst the Massagetae and Arabians! 
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XXXVI. 

ON NTJMIDA. 



With the incense and lyre 'tis sweet 
T'appease — and with the due blood of a heifer slain — 

The Gods, guardians of Numida ! 
Who now, safely returnedfrom the far realms of Spain, 

Amongst all his beloved Mends 
Many kisses divides, yet unto no one more 

Than sweet Lamia: who calls to mind 
How the boyhood of each passed with one mentor o'er, 

And their togas together changed. 
Let no day of such joy lack the white mark: produce 

The jar, all without stint brought forth: 
Nor rest be there of feet after the Salian use: 
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Nor let Damalis, wine-renowned, 
O'ercome Bassus by cups such as the Thracians drain: 

Nor from feasts be the rose away, 
Or the parsley of late — lily of early wane ! 

All shall fasten their swimming eyes 
Upon Damalis : nor Damalis torn will be 

From her newly-found lover, now, 
Clinging in an embrace, closer than ivy, she ! 
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XXXVII. 
ON CLEOPATEA. 



'Tis time to drink, now ; now with the lightsome foot 
To beat the greensward; now was the time, my 
friends, 
To deck the couches of the Gods all 
With the most sumptuous Salian banquets. 

Ere this 'twere wrong the Caecuban to produce , 
From cell ancestral, whilst the mad Queen prepared 
The Capitol's complete destruction, 
And for the empire a total downfal, 
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With a most base herd, formed of abandoned men 
By fell disease marked : being so weak, withal, 
She'd hope for aught, with Fortune's favours 
Carried away ; but it cooled her ardour 

When scarcely one ship was from the flames preserved; 
Her mind, excited with Mareotic wine, 
Caesar reduced to real terrors, 
Whilst she from Italy fled, pursuing 

With all his galleys (like as a hawk pursues 
The tender pigeons, or as a huntsman swift 
The hare in plains of snowy JEmon), 
That he might quickly consign to fetters 

The fatal monster ; who — of a nobler deatji 
Desirous — neither, as is a woman's wont, 

Beheld the sword with dread, nor sought for 
Shores that lie hid, with her rapid vessels ; 
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But dared, with calm looks, upon her home to gaze, 
In deep affliction ; and had the courage, too, 
To touch the irritated aspics, 

That she might draw through her frame black 
poison ; 

Becoming more fierce, now she designs her death : 
For, lofty-minded, she to be borne disdains 
In hostile galleys of Liburnia, 

Stripped of her rank, at a haughty triumph. 
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XXXVIII. 

TO HIS SLAVE. 



Boy, I detest the Persian's entertainments; 
Linden-bound garlands are to me unpleasing ; 
Cease, then, thy searching whereabouts the rose may 
Linger the latest ! 

Nought shalt thou bring beside the simple myrtle, 
Anxiously careful : neither thee, my servant. 
Myrtle disgraceth, nor, beneath the vine-branch, 

Me, while I'm quaffing ! 

END OF THE FIRST BOOK. 



ERRATUM. 
Page 29, line 11, for are read art 



